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It is afterwards that so strange an ending to a
brief journey from a City station is seen to have
had more in it than the time-table, hurriedly
scanned, gave away*.    Or it would be remembered
as strange, if the one who had to make that journey
so much as thought of it again ; for perhaps to a
stranger occupied with more important matters
it   was passed  as  being quite relevant to the
' occasion, ordinary and rather dismal, the usual
boredom of a  duty.    Its  strangeness  depends,
very likely, as much on an idle and squandering
mind as on the ships, the River, and the gas-
ometers.   Yet suppose you first saw the River
from  Blackwall  Stairs,  in the  days when the
windows of the Artichoke  Tavern, an ancient
weather-boarded  house  with   benches   outside,
still looked towards the ships coming in!   And
how if then one evening you had seen a Blackwall
liner haul out for the Antipodes while her crew
sang a chanty 1    It might put another light on
the River, but a light, I will admit, which others
should not be expected to see, and if they looked
for it now might not discover, for it is possible
that it has vanished, like the old tavern.    It is
easy to persuade ourselves that a matter is made